'Sir/ says the Compositor to the Corrector of the Press,
'there is no heading in the Copy for this Chapter. What
must I do ?'

'Leave a space for it/ the Corrector replies, 'It is a
strange sort of book; but I dare say the Author has a reason
for every thing that he says or does, and most likely you will
find out his meaning as you set up,'

Right, Mr. Corrector! you are a judicious person, free
from the common vice of finding fault with what you do not
understand. My meaning will be explained presently.
And having thus prologized, we will draw a line if you please,
and begin.

Ten measures of garrulity, says the Talmud, were sent down
upon the earth, and the women took nine.
I have known in my time eight terrific talkers; and five of
them were of the masculine gender.
But supposing that the Rabbis were right in allotting to
the women a ninefold proportion of talkativeness, I confess
that I have inherited my mothers share.
I am liberal of my inheritance, and the Public shall have
the full benefit of it.
And here if my gentle Public will consider to what profit-
able uses this gift might have been applied, the disin-
terestedness of my disposition in having thus benevolently
dedicated it to their service will doubtless be appreciated as
it deserves by their discrimination and generosity. Had I
carried it to the pulpit, think how I might have filled the
seats, and raised the prices of a private chapel! Had I
taken it to the bar, think how I could have mystified a judge,
and bamboozled a jury ! Had I displayed it in the senate,
think how I could have talked against time, for the purpose
of delaying a division, till the expected numbers could be
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